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To break a looking-glass was a sure sign of death. All looking-glasses 
must be turned to the wall until after a funeral, otherwise the living might 
be startled by the sight of the face of the dead in the glass. 

A black cat was esteemed very unlucky ; nevertheless it had its uses. 
The end of its tail cut off and applied to a disease called shingles was a sure 
cure. The ebb and flow of the tide were indicated by cats' eyes. Cats sat 
on the breasts of children and sucked their breath. When a cat was shooed 
out of a room it was done, curiously enough, by calling out u ye vous aime," 
pronounced as if it were one word ; was that to propitiate the certain 
uncanny power every cat was supposed to possess ? A singular expression, 
for which I cannot see any reason, was " cat's foot," applied to any non- 
sensical or improbable remark. Children sometimes knit cat's stockings — 
a most foolish and trivial bit of work. From this custom could the words 
cat's foot have come to be applied to anything which seemed unreasonable 
or improbable ? 

The Channel Islands are said to have furnished some of the first settlers 
of Marblehead. They may have had some of the Acadians allotted to 
them when the poor aliens were distributed among the towns of Massachu- 
setts. This may account for " Je vous aime " and several quaint French 
words which are found there. — Sarah Bridge Farmer. 

Tale of the Skunks. — (From an Indian woman at Petit Metis, Gaspe" 
Peninsula, P. Q.) : — 

" They used to tell us stories of caribou and skunks about the fire at 
night. Old widow skunk with babies, ' Don't go out ; winter not finished. 
Fraid get cold.' Skunk say, 'Look at my head.' Old woman (skunk) 
sleeping. Children look. Old woman skunk's mouth open. Little skunk 
looked. Indian potato in her mouth. Little skunk say, ' Well, mother say 
winter not finished ; look at the potato in her mouth. We '11 leave it.' All 
skunks (little ones) go out, take road and run away. When old skunk 
wakes up, no children. 'Well, they see my mouth with potatoes; they 
think it summer.' She call, call, call ; no children ; all run away. Well, 
she so troubled, she go to the falls, jump in, finished, dead ! " 

The same Indian woman told of an " Indian who could do everything, 
make you dead or what not, without touching you. See everything from 
Quebec to Nova Scotia. Good Spirit used to come from Restigouche, 
Quebec, St John, etc., and go under sea at Anticosti Island and stay side 
of the island." 

Does not this seem a refraction of what was learned of the attributes of 
God from the lips of the Jesuits in years long past, and might not the 
"good spirit" be one or more such missionary? 

In making medicine the Indian woman took care that it was not ready 
to skim until sunset, when she would throw the scum from the boiling 
liquid toward the setting sun. * * * 

The Ballad of Sweet William and Gentle Jenny. — The following 
lines, two generations ago, were sung by a New England country fellow on 
shipboard ; sometimes, when the vessel was becalmed, he would be called 
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up in the night in order to give this song, to which he would keep accom- 
paniment by beating time with hands and feet : — 

Sweet William he married a wife, 

Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 

To be the sweet comfort of his life, 

As the dew 1 flies over the mulberry tree. 

Jenny could n't in the kitchen to go, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
For fear of dirting her white-heeled shoes, 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

Jenny couldn't wash, and Jenny couldn't bake, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
For fear of dirting her white apurn tape, 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

Jenny could n't card, and Jenny could n't spin, 

Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 

For fear of hurting her gay gold ring, 

As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

Sweet William came whistling in from plaow, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
Says, " O my dear wife, is my dinner ready naow," 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

She called him a dirty paltry whelp, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
" If you want any dinner, go get it yourself," 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

Sweet William went aout unto the sheep-fold, 

Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 

And aout a fat wether he did pull, 

As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

And daown on his knees he began for to stick, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
And quicklie its skin he thereof did strip, 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

He took the skin and laid on his wife's back, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
And with a good stick went whikety whack, 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

" I '11 tell my father and all my kin," 

Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
" How still a quarrel you 've begun," 

As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

1 Pronounced with a nasal twang, ddu. 
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" You may tell your father and all your kin, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
How I have thrashed my fat wether's skin," 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

Sweet William came whistling in from plaow, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 

Says, " Oh my dear wife, is my dinner ready naow? " 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

She drew her table and spread her board, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
And, " Oh my dear husband," was every word, 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

And naow they live free from all care and strife, 
Gentle Jenny cried rosemaree, 
And naow she makes William a very good wife, 
As the dew flies over the mulberry tree. 

From the recitation of Miss Lydia R. Nichols, Salem, Mass., as heard in the 

early years of the century. 

Note. — This amusing ballad, so curious in its Yankee dialect, if not 
belonging to the most ancient class of English ballads, still bears evidence 
of a respectable age. Striking is the appeal of the wife to her father and 
kindred, before whom the husband is expected to justify his conduct in 
"beginning a quarrel;" in a sense, the wife still is considered to belong to 
her father's clan, in so far that her relatives are expected to espouse her 
cause. The whole story is inspired by the time-honored idea that a 
woman, like a child, is improved by the exercise of judicious severity. The 
jest is in the popular style ; the husband pleads that he has done nothing 
except prepare for use the sheepskin he has removed. With regard to 
the phrase, "She drew her table," a friend furnishes the following infor- 
mation : " I have often heard a mother tell her daughter to ' Draw the 
table.' Forty years ago it was not uncommon to see in farmhouses a large 
round table, the body of which was made to serve as an armchair. When 
the table was not in use the top was tipped back against the wall. Under 
the chair-seat was a drawer in which the table linen was kept. When meal- 
time came the table was drawn away from the wall, the top brought down 
on the arms of the chair, and the cloth, which had been fished out of the 
drawer, spread over it. Six or seven persons could sit around this table." 
For the original form of the refrain see the ballad of the " Elfin Knight." 

W. W.N. 



